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SERMON. 


Revelations  VII:  14. 

"These  are  they  which  come  end  of  great  tribulation,    and  have  washed  their  robes,  and 

made  them  white  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb." 


Heaven  was  opened  to  the  beloved  disciple,  John,  upon 
the  Isle  of  Patmos.  He  saw  more  of  it,  perhaps,  tUan 
any  other  mortal,  while  living  upon  the  earth.  From 
his  vision  of  the  heavenly  world,  we  are  assured,  that  it 
is  a  place  of  vast  dimensions ;  of  varied  and  exceeding 
beauty.  It  is  the  Paradise  of  the  Universe,  the  City 
of  God,  the  Palace  of  the  great  eternal  King.  Pave- 
ments of  gold,  gates  of  pearl,  walls  of  sapphire,  rivers 
of  life,  fields  of  green,  banks  of  shade  and  clustering 
fruit ;  a  day  without  night,  a  sun  without  a  cloud ;  all 
these  figurative  expressions  are  intended  to  show  us 
that  heaven  is  beautiful  beyond  all  that  the  mind  can 
conceive.  But  far  beyond  all  this  beauty  of  the  place, 
is  the  glory  of  God  which  fills  heaven. 

God  is  there  no  longer  veiled  behind  his  works,  but 
they  see  the  King  in  his  beauty.  There  is  no  longer 
heard,  as  upon  earth,  the  piercing  cry  sent  forth  from 
the  depth  of  human  weakness,  ignorance,  and  want, 
"  Show  me  Thy  glory,"  unveil  to  me  the  secret  wheels  of 
Thy  providence.     In  heaven  the  soul  is  satisfied  with 


the  full  and  complete  vision  of  God  and  of  His  provi- 
dence. It  sees  Him  no  longer  through  a  glass  darkly, 
but  face  to  face. 

The  power  and  omniscience  of  Jehovah  are  sweetly- 
blended  with  His  mercy  and  His  love.  Standing  by  the 
side  of  God's  throne,  with  a  ray  of  light  from  the  eter- 
nal mind,  the  saint  looks  down  upon  the  night  scene  of 
earth  ;  upon  all  its  dark  and  suffocating  passages,  all  the 
clustering  woes  of  body  and  mind,  and  can  trace  them 
directly  up  to  the  fountain  of  God's  unchanging  love. 
There  the  soul  sees  how  Heaven  yearns  with  pity,  while 
it  chastens  not  for  its  pleasure,  but  for  our  profit.  The 
bleeding  tree  is  still  pruned  that  it  may  bring  forth 
more  fruit.  On  the  right  hand  of  God,  John  saw  Jesus 
the  Mediator,  receiving  the  praise  and  honor  of  all  the 
saints  as  the  source  of  their  exaltation  and  happiness. 
Turning  from  the  throne  of  God  and  the  innumerable 
company  of  the  angels,  he  sees  a  multitude  of  happy 
spirits,  that  no  man  can  number.  And  one  of  the 
elders  —  one  of  the  patriarchs  of  heaven  said  unto  him, 
"  These  are  they  which  came  out  of  great  tribulation, 
and  have  washed  their  robes  and  made  them  white  in 
the  blood  of  the  Lamb."  These  are  they  which  came 
from  that  dark  and  distant  planet  called  earth  —  that 
world  bathed  in  sin  and  immersed  in  suffering ;  there 
they  were  rescued  from  sin  and  sorrow,  restored,  healed, 
and  saved  by  Christ. 

Three  things  are  present  to  the  minds  of  the  saints 
in  heaven  :  their  past  tribulations,  their  present  joyful 
condition,  and  the  Saviour  as  the  author  of  their 
salvation. 


"  These  are  they  which  came  gut  of  great  tribulation." 
The  tribulations  of  the  saints  in  this  world  are  many, 
various,  and  great.  They  are  involved  in  the  common 
calamities  of  a  fallen  race.  "  By  the  sin  of  one,  judg- 
ment came  upon  all  men  to  condemnation."  They 
are  "  by  nature  children  of  wrath,  even  as  others." 
They  inherit  a  body,  strown  with  the  seeds  of  disease  ; 
a  moral  nature  full  of  the  seeds  of  sin,  bringing  with  it 
the  curse  of  a  violated  law.  This  depraved  disposition, 
this  wide  spread  and  universal  curse  that  rests  upon  the 
race,-  is  a  sore  and  terrible  tribulation.  We  are  born  to 
trouble  as  the  sparks  go  upwards.  The  remedy  or 
the  alleviation  is  as  far  beyond  our  power,  as  it  is 
averse  to  our  disposition.  We  neither  seek  nor  can  we 
grasp  deliverance  for  ourselves.  Yet  the  eye  of  God 
has  been  turned  with  compassion  and  love  toward 
those  who  were  chosen  in  Christ  from  before  the 
foundation  of  the  world.  This  burden  of  sin  has  been 
anticipated,  and  the  guilt  removed  by  Him  who  was 
"  wounded  for  our  transgressions  ;"  "  who  bore  our  sins 
in  his  own  body  upon  the  tree."  God  became  man,  in 
the  person  of  Christ,  that  man  might  become  again 
like  God,  through  the  redemption  that  is  in  Christ 
Jesus.  A  mysterious  union  for  a  mysterious  work  ;  an 
infinite  condescension  for  an  infinite  elevation ;  light 
dwelling  in  darkness,  that  the  soul  born  in  darkness 
might  be  brought  into  an  eternal  day ;  immortality 
sleeping  in  the  tomb,  that  He  might  breathe  a  pure  and 
healthy  immortality  into  the  dust  of  every  one  sleeping 
in  the  grave  and  united  to  Him.  The  first  bucl  of  hope 
in  this  wilderness  of  sin,  in  this  wilderness  of  tribula- 
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tion,  is  the  first  promise  concerning  the  Saviour.  The 
only  door  of  hope,  as  we  look  upwards  from  the  dark- 
ness and  the  prison  of  sin,  is  Jesus,  the  Mediator 
between  God  and  man.  There  is  no  intimation  in  the 
natural  world  that  the  great  Sovereign  of  the  universe 
is  a  God  of  mercy.  There  is  no  star  that  heralds  God's 
mercy,  no  sun  from  which  it  shines,  no  wave  on  which  it 
is  borne,  no  bright  cloud  on  which  God's  finger  has 
painted  his  mercy.  "  The  soul  that  sinneth  it  shall  die," 
is  the  voice  of  every  whisper,  every  sigh,  every  groan 
in  the  natural  world.  God  never  appears  there  to 
change  the  nature  of  things,  nor  to  rescue  men,  nor 
beasts,  nor  birds  from  their  own  acts.  "As  the  tree 
falleth  so  it  shall  lie ;"  as  man  is  so  he  will  continue  to 
be.  The  Ethiopian  does  not  change  his  skin  nor  the 
leopard  his  spots.  The  nature  that  is  vile  or  sinful,  or 
miserable,  in  all  the  realms  of  the  natural  world, 
remains  so. 

Now  God  reveals  his  mercy  only  in  His  word  and  only 
through  the  medium  of  His  Son  —  His  Son  crucified  — 
His  Son  received  by  faith ;  and  all  nature,  the  voice  of 
many  waters  and  the  voice  of  loud  thunders,  cries 
"There  is  no  other  name  under  heaven  given  among 
men  whereby  we  must  be  saved."  Now  if  you  receive 
the  testimony  of  God's  word  as  to  his  mercy,  you  must 
take  the  entire  evidence,  and  that  shows  you  that  it  is 
only  exercised  through  Christ  to  those  who  are  in  him ; 
chosen  in  him  before  the  world  was  —  brought  to  him 
in  the  arms  of  a  divine  and  everlasting  compassion,  as 
the  sick  were  brought  to  him  in  the  days  of  his  flesh 
that  he  might  lay  his  hands  on  them  and  heal  them  of 


whatsoever  disease  they  had.  God  will  no  more  inter- 
pose to  deliver  from  sin,  except  in  the  way  appointed, 
than  he  will  interfere  to  rescue  men  from  the  waves,  or 
from  suffering  of  any  kind,  except  by  human  agency. 

You  might  as  well  attempt  to  swim  the  ocean  by 
your  own  strength,  as  attempt  to  gain  heaven  without 
Christ.  The  Son  of  Man  came  to  seek  and  to  save  that 
which  was  lost.  The  native  tribes  of  this  continent 
often  took  captives  from  the  families  of  civilized  life. 
They  were  sometimes  rescued  by  the  strong  arm  of  a 
military  force.  Satan  has  a  race  in  captivity;  "they 
are  all  gone  out  of  the  way  —  there  is  none  that 
seeketh  after  God "  —  they  never  seek  after  Him  till 
Christ  seeks  after  them  and  finds  them,  and  delivers 
them,  and  puts  a  new  heart  within  them,  and  a  new 
name  upon  them,  and  a  new  song  into  their  lips. 
And  while  He  is  leading  captivity  captive  —  while  He  is 
conducting  them  through  this  strange  country  to  their 
home  and  rest  in  heaven,  they  often  go  astray  and 
would  be  utterly  lost  if  He  did  not  continually  watch 
over  them  and  reclaim  them  and  guide  them  in  ways 
which  they  knew  not,  and  in  paths  that  they  did  not 
understand ;  "  that  He  might  bring  them  to  a  city  that 
hath  foundation,  whose  builder  and  maker  is  God." 
This  discipline  of  the  saints  is  often  a  sore  tribulation. 
The  flesh  lusteth  against  the  spirit,  and  the  spirit 
warreth  against  the  flesh,  and  these  are  contrary  one  to 
the  other.  The  granite,  the  iron,  and  the  earth  cling  to 
the  gold,  and  the  gold  grasps  them  with  a  hold  so  firm, 
that  the  furnace  must  be  heated  more  than  seven  times, 
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and  then  hotter  and  hotter  every  time,  to  separate  the 
one  from  the  other.  Pride  may  be  beheaded  as  often 
as  the  ancient  hydra,  and  still  it  comes  forth  again 
erect  and  vain  as  ever.  Self-will  is  broken  on  the 
wheel  of  God's  providence  in  more  places  than  the 
bones  of  heretics  on  the  wheels  of  the  Inquisition. 
The  sword  of  God's  providence  pares  away  the  proud 
flesh  down  to  the  very  heart  again  and  again,  and  yet  it 
springs  forth  and  tempts  again  the  pruning  hand  of 
divine  love.  This  is  a  protracted,  great  tribulation. 
Elijah  fled  under  it  to  the  juniper  tree  in  the  wilder- 
ness, and  prayed  he  might  die  there.  Job  longed  for 
annihilation  under  it.  David  said  his  "heart  melted, 
his  soul  fainted  within  him."  Jeremiah  wept  for  wings 
and  the  wilderness ;  and  Jonah,  when  the  vehement  east 
wind  blew,  and  the  sun  beat  upon  him,  and  his  gourd 
was  withered,  exclaimed, a  It  is  better  for  me  to  die  than 
to  live." 

This  same  east  wind  blows  across  the  path  of  every 
saint ;  this  same  sun  beats  upon  their  head ;  till  the 
brain  beats  upward  with  anguish,  and  the  heart  sinks 
down  in  faintness,  and  but  for  Christ,  and  but  for  the 
electing  love  of  God,  "  no  flesh  could  be  saved."  "  If 
ye  are  without  chastisement  whereof  all  are  partakers," 
then  God  dealeth  with  you  as  with  reprobate  children, 
suffered  to  wander  and  do  as  they  will,  because  there  is 
no  hope  of  their  reclamation.  "  Whom  the  Lord  loveth 
he  chasteneth ; "  the  rod  is  the  sign  and  pledge  of  love. 
The  Captain  of  their  salvation  was  made  perfect,  as  a 
leader  of  the  heavenly  host,  through  suffering.     It  is 
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enough  that  the  servant  be  as  the  Master  —  the  disciple 
as  his  Lord.  "  These  are  they  which  came  out  of  great 
tribulation." 

In  addition  to  these  waves  of  tribulation  which  roll 

continually  over  the  people  of  God  in  this  world,  they 

are  subject  in  common  with  the  rest  of  our  race,  to 

accidents,  sickness,  bereavement,  treachery  of  friends, 

malice,  the  strife  of  tongues,  the  envy  of  the  little,  the 

scorn  of  the  strong ;  escaped  from  all  these,  sheltered 

in  heaven,  fast  by  the  throne  of  God,  in  the  presence  of 

Christ ;  is  not  this  the  life   everlasting,  "  the  rest  that 

remaineth  to  the  people  of  God  ? "     And  what  that  rest 

is,  and  what  .that  life  is,  we  have  revealed  to  us  by 

emblems   and   comparisons,  as   fully  as   language    can 

paint  joy,  or  emblems  holiness.     Still  we  see  it  through 

"  a  glass  darkly."     Eye  hath  not  seen  it ;  we  can  have 

no  fuller  conception  of  it,  perhaps,  than  in  the  life  of 

some  of  those  who  are  around  the  throne,  clothed  in 

white  robes,  with  palms  in  their   hands,  and  songs  of 

joy  upon  their  lips. 

Heaven  has  been  seldom  more  distinctly  visible  to 
mortals,  than  in  the  life  of  Mrs.  Denton.  Heaven 
shines  with  all  manner  of  precious  stones,  and  her 
character  shone  with  all  manner  of  virtues.  "  Who  can 
find  a  virtuous  woman  ?  for  her  price  is  above  rubies." 
Having  found  such  an  one,  I  deem  it  but  just  to  her  — 
an  acknowledgment  of  that  grace  which  made  her  what 
she  was  —  and  profitable  to  us,  to  attempt  to  fix  some  of 
the  virtues  of  Mrs.  Denton  in  our  minds;  so  that 
though  she  is  gone,  the  memory  of  the  just  may  be 
blest.     How   apt  .the   portrait   drawn   three   thousand 
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years  ago,  —  "She  opened  her  mouth  with  wisdom,  and 
in  her  tongue  is  the  law  of  kindness.  She  looketh  well 
to  the  ways  of  her  household  and  eateth  not  the  bread 
of  idleness.  Her  children  arise  up  and  call  her  blessed, 
and  her  husband  also,  and  he  praiseth  her.  Many 
daughters  have  clone  virtuously,  but  thou  excellest 
them  all.  Favor  is  deceitful  and  beauty  is  vain,  but  a 
woman  that  feareth  the  Lord,  she  shall  be  praised. 
Give  her  of  the  fruit  of  her  hands,  and  let  her  own 
works  praise  her  in  the  gates." 

The  example  of  Mrs.  Denton  is  worth  to  the  circle 
where  she  was  known,  more  than  many  volumes  of 
characters  drawn  wholly  from  the  imagination. 

Mrs.  Denton  was  an  industrious  woman.  She  labored 
with  her  own  hands,  and  labored  willingly,  cheerfully. 
This  is  necessary  in  ahnost  every  instance,  for  the  good  of 
the  individual  and  for  the  welfare  of  society.  You  may 
say  that  this  was  a  matter  of  necessity,  and  therefore, 
no  virtue..  But  she  did  it  willingly;  did  much  more 
than  necessity  required.  Many  a  discouraged  house- 
keeper can  testify,  that  her  hand  of  kindness  has  been 
efficiently  extended  in  time  of  need.  She  often  visited 
the  needy  to  help  with  her  own  hands  in  times  of 
extremity.  Instruction,  gently  insinuated ;  example, 
showing  how  difficulties  may  be  overcome,  often  infused 
new  courage  and  fresh  hopes  into  the  minds  of  the 
inexperienced  and  the  desponding. 

Mrs.  Denton  was  a  woman  of  strong  and  deep 
emotion.  Solomon  said  there  were  some  things  he 
could  never  fathom.  Who  can  fathom  the  depth  and 
the  amount  of  the  streams  of  emotion  that  went  forth 
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from  that  spirit  now  bathing  in  the  river  of  life  ?  Who 
was  afflicted,  and  she  did  not  nionrn  ?  Who  in  distress, 
and  she  was  not  in  anguish  for  them?  What  joy  was 
there  around  her,  into  which  she  did  not  pour  the  odor 
of  a  sweet  and  genial  communion  ?  What  limit  was 
there  to  her  sympathy?  Every  sign  of  sorrow,  or  of 
joy,  every  wail  of  woe,  every  song  of  gladness,  found  in 
her  a  quick  and  ready  response.  She  not  only  felt  for 
the  immediate  sufferer,  but  her  spirit,  like  an  atmos- 
phere of  light  and  love,  flew  to  the  scene,  and  in 
a  moment  comprehended  all  the  relations  and  all  the 
variety  of  suffering.  Here  she  had,  as  a  mother,  a  tear 
for  a  mother,  there  a  tear  for  a  child,  and  another  for 
every  friend  and  relative.  Her  emotional  nature  was 
like  the  electric  fluid  ;  it  flashed  and  flew,  and  mingled 
with  the  universal  atmosphere  of  suffering  and  joy.  A 
stream  that  flowed  so  fresh,  and  free,  and  full,  was  fed 
from  the  fountain  of  life.  "  All  her  springs  were 
in  Thee." 

It  is  now  almost  needless  to  say  that  she  was 
charitable,  to  the  extent  of  her  power ;  yea,  and  beyond 
her  power,  to  the  needy.  Very  few  persons,  with  the 
same  amount  of  means,  relieved  as  much  distress  as  the 
subject  of  these  remarks.  She  visited  the  afflicted,  and 
then  her  strong  emotion,  her  generous  sympathy,  could 
never  withhold  the  needed  relief.  Her  presence,  kind 
words,  kind  looks,  and  acts  of  self-denial  in  doing  good, 
were  a  fresh  light  to  the  room  of  darkness  ;  they  were 
hope  to  the  desponding,  strength  to  the  weak,  and  rest 
to  the  weary.  Such  an  angel  of  mercy  can  a  good 
woman  be,  in  this  suffering  world ;  and  such  she  was. 
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Mrs.  Denton  was  a  sincere  woman.  The  title  page 
was  a  true  epitome  of  the  book ;  the  inscription  on  the 
face  was  re-written  on  the  heart ;  the  thought  cherished 
and  the  words  uttered  were  alike.  Detraction,  tale- 
bearing, petty  scandal,  from  which  so  many  of  our  race 
extract  the  honey  of  their  life,  all  these  were  as  alien 
to  her  nature  as  they  were  foreign  to  her  practice. 

In  an  acquaintance  of  ten  years,  I  do  not  recollect  a 
person  of  whom  I  have  heard  her  speak  evil.  She 
never  sat  down  to  entertain  a  friend  at  a  call,  by  repeat- 
ing or  originating  scandal.  She  deserves  a  very  high 
monument  with  this  virtue  inscribed  upon  it,  "Here 
rests  the  woman,  who  sinned  not  with  her  tongue." 

Mrs.  Denton  was  a  devout  woman;  with  all  her  labors, 
cares,  and  they  were  many ;  her  acts  of  kindness 
abroad  to  the  destitute,  and  they  were  very  numerous ; 
yet  she  loved  the  sanctuary,  and  was  regularly  in  her 
seat  at  the  place  of  worship.  She  loved  the  Scriptures 
and  read  them.  She  loved  the  experience  of  eminent 
saints,  and  to  some  extent,  read  the  memoirs  ,of  the 
Pilgrims,  who  had  fought  the  fight  and  finished  their 
course.  She  loved  to  pray,  and  had  really  learned 
not  only  to  say  "  our  Father,"  but  to  feel  that  God  was 
her  Father,  in  deed  and  in  truth. 

The  children  of  her  class  in  the  Sabbath  School, 
clustered  around  her  as  children  around  their  own 
mother.  They  loved  her,  and  clave  to  her  as  Ruth  to 
Naomi.  Her  most  touching  eulogy  was  pronounced  by 
a  little  child  only  five  years  old.  "  Is  Aunty  dead  ? " 
she  said  with  a  lisping  voice,  "  why,  she  was  real  good  ; 
she  was  real  kind."     In  the   bosom   of  every  child  of 
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whom  she  ever  had  the  care,  the  same  sentiment  will 
ever  be  found. 

In  those  sacred  and  private  relations  of  wife  and 
mother  —  too  sacred  to  be  opened  at  all  to  the  gaze  of 
the  world  —  what  she  was  there,  this  broken-hearted 
husband  and  these  bereaved  children  know.  God  errant 
the  light  of  His  countenance  upon  him,  from  whom  He 
has  taken,  as  to  all  this  world,  the  light  of  his  eyes  and 
the  joy  of  his  heart,  the  "  queen  of  his  soul." 

To  her  children,  her  brothers  and  sisters,  as  they  look 
upward,  and  see  her  pure  spirit  in  it§  rest,  its  home,  its 
joy  —  her  example,  her  words,  her  acts  of  kindness  and 
love  will  look  down  upon  them,  in  a  light  sweeter  and 
purer  as  they  journey  onward  in  life.  Wherever  you 
go  that  light  will  follow  you,  that  countenance  which 
was  in  itself  a  sweet  benediction,  will  bless  you.  I  can 
wish  you  no  higher  joy  on  earth  than  to  be  like  her,  no 
better  preparation  for  heaven  than  that  child-like  faith 
and  renunciation  of  all  merit,  which  were  the  founda- 
tion of  her  hope. 

Death  has  now  made  sacred  all  that  she  said  and  did. 
One  prayer  recorded  in  her  private  journal  is,  that  you 
might  all  be  spared  to  lay  her  away  in  her  only  place 
of  rest ;  tt  but  God's  will  be  done."  Three  things  form 
the  burden  of  this  journal :  her  children,  her  own 
unworthiness,  the  goodness  of  God  —  whom  she  de- 
lighted and  frequently  to  call  her  heavenly  Father  —  to 
that  parent  she  often  committed  you. 

It  will  be  five  months  to-morrow,  since  Mrs.  Denton 
went  up  to  her  bed,  there  to  suffer  and  there  to  die. 
One   of  the   darkest   leaves   in   the   history  of   God's 
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providence  is  the  extreme  sufferings  to  which  His 
people  are  exposed,  and  which  they  often  experience. 
If  any  one  asks  why  it  is  so,  I  cannot  give  a  full  and 
satisfactory  answer.  a  Even  so,  Father,  for  so  it  seems 
good  in  thy  sight."  The  reasons  are,  many  of  them, 
concealed  from  our  sight.  Some  of  the  good  that 
results  from  these  sufferings,  we  can  see.  "  Herein  is 
the  patience  of  the  saints." 

It  may  be  that  messengers  from  all  worlds  are  sent  to 
such  scenes  of  suffering  that  they  may  be  witnesses  of 
the  power  of  the  lqve  of  Christ  in  the  heart.  The  trial 
may  be  in  part  to  show  the  amazing  strength  of  a 
principle,  which  keeps  the  heart  of  the  child  submissive, 
while  the  hand  of  the  Father  is  repeating  the  strokes  of 
chastisement.  In  this  case  there  was  not  one  prayer, 
that  the  strokes  might  be  less  or  the  hours  shortened. 
"  I  shall  suffer  only  what  my  heavenly  Father  pleases,  I 
only  pray  to  be  kept  from  complaining."  And  she  was 
kept  to  the  end. 

How  sweet  the  resignation,  how  triumphant  the 
faith,  how  enduring  the  patience,  that  was  witnessed  in 
that  sick  chamber.  How  constant  the  prayer,  that  she 
might  be  kept  from  every  murmur  free.  The  hymns  of 
praise,  the  page  of  God's  word,  the  voice  of  prayer, 
would  triumph  over  pain,  and  bring  the  dews  of  a 
heavenly  consolation  down  upon  the  worn  and  weary 
spirit.  At  length  the  tumult  of  pain  was  hushed,  as  if 
some  angel  spread  his  wing  over  the  dying  scene  and 
stood  ready  to  take  the  happy  spirit  to  the  bosom  of 
the  Saviour.  There  it  is  at  rest.  Its  robe  more 
pure  than  those  which  cover  the  body ;  it  is  washed  and 
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made  white  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb.  It  has  gone  to 
the  innumerable  company  of  angels,  joined  the  assembly 
and  church  of  the  first  born  amons;  created  beings : 
those  that  are  born  of  God,  by  the  washing  and  renew- 
ing of  the  Holy  Ghost,  to  God  the  Judge  of  all,  and  to 
Jesus  the  Mediator.  That  happy  spirit  worships  to-clay 
before  the  throne.  The  eternal  Sabbath  is  begun.  The 
song  of  heaven  is  commenced.  Her  joy  is  full  and 
eternal.  One1  more  star  is  added  to  the  bright  con- 
stellation of  sister  stars,  that  have  gone  from  this  to  the 
upper  sanctuary.  Eliza  Shedd,  Martha  Dallinger,  Sarah 
McClure,  Mary  Safford,  Elizabeth  Light,  Eliza  Denton, 
ye  were  lovely  and  pleasant  in  your  lives,  and  in  your 
death  not  far  divided,  and  now  forever  reunited. 

"  Happy  spirits  ye  are  fled, 

Where  no  grief  can  entrance  find, 
Lulled  to  rest  the  aching  head, 
Soothed  the  anguish  of  the  mind. 

"  'Mid  the  chorus  of  the  skies, 
'Mid  the  angelic  lyres  above, 
Hark !  their  songs  melodious  rise, 
Songs  of  praise  to  Jesus'  love." 

They  are  a  majority  of  those  who  first  formed  this 
church ;  they  must  increase  but  you  must  decrease. 
You  may  go  to  them,  but  they  will  not  return  to  you. 
"What  manner  of  persons  ought  ye  to  be  in  all  holy 
conversation  and  godliness." 

"  The  circle  is  broken,  one  seat  is  forsaken, 

One  bud  from  the  tree  of  our  friendship  is  shaken  ; 
One  heart  from  among  us  no  longer  shall  thrill, 
With  joy  in  our  gladness,  or  grief  in  our  ill. 
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Oh,  who  can  forget  the  mild  light  of  her  smile, 
Over  lips  moved  with  music  and  feeling  the  while ; 
The  eye's  deep  enchantment,  dark,  dream-like  and  clear, 
In  the  glow  of  its  darkness,  the  shade  of  its  tear. 

And  the  charm  of  her  features,  while  over  the  whole, 
Played  the  hues  of  the  heart  and  the  sunshine  of  soul ; 
And  the  tones  of  her  voice,  like  the  music  which  seems 
Murmured  low  in  our  ears  by  the  angel  of  dreams. 

But  holier  and  dearer  our  memories  hold 

Those  treasures  of  feeling,  more  precious  than  gold  ; 

The  love  and  the  kindness  and  pity  which  gave 

Fresh  flowers  for  the  bridal,  green  wreaths  for  the  grave. 

The  heart  ever  open  to  charity's  claim, 
Unmoved  from  its  purpose  by  censure  and  blame  ; 
While  vainly  alike  on  her  eye  and  her  ear 
Fell  the  scorn  of  the  heartless,  the  jesting  and  jeer. 

How  true  to  our  hearts  was  that  beautiful  sleeper, 
With  smiles  for  the  joyful,  with  tears  for  the  weeper ; 
Yet,  evermore  prompt,  whether  mournful  or  gay, 
With  warnings  in  love  to  the  passing  astray. 

For  though  spotless  herself,  she  could  sorrow  for  them, 
Who  sullied  with  evil  the  spirit's  pure  gem  ; 
And  a  sigh  and  a  tear  could  the  erring  reprove, 
And  the  sting  of  reproof  was  still  tempered  by  love. 

As  a  cloud  of  the  sunset  slow  melting  in  heaven, 
As  a  star  that  is  lost  when  the  daylight  is  given ; 
As  a  glad  dream  of  slumber  which  wakens  in  bliss, 
She  hath  passed  to  the  world  of  the  holy  from  this." 


